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The Eude of Colling Graves,

An Incident of the Fiood in Massnehu-
aetis, on May 10th, 1874,
BY JUITE BOYLE O'HERILLY.
The peaceful valloy was waked and stirred,
And the suswering echioes of life are heard ;
The dew still elings to the trees and grass,
And the eprly toilers smiling pass,
Aa they glande aside at the white-walled
Jipes,
_, Ocup the vallay, whare merrily comes
THe brook ial kparkles in diamond rills
Ass the sun comes over the Hampshire hills,
What was it, tha! passed lke an ominous
brouth ?
Liko a shiver of fesr or a touch of death ?
What was it ? Thevallay is penoeful still,
And. Il laaves ave afite en top of the ill ;
Ttwhs not A sonnd, not a thing of rense—
Bat a'baln, k& the pang of the short sus-
NENEH
That wraps the being of those who nes
At tholr fost dlie gull of Eternity

Tha pir of thinvalley hina felt the chill ;
The workers pause at the door of the mill ;
The hioneewife, keen to the shivering air,
Arreuts bor fool on the cottage stair,
Tustinetively tanght by the mother-love,
And thinlks of the slosping ones sbove !

Why etart tha listdnors ? Why doos tho conrse
Of the mill-sdirinm widen 2 Is it & horse ?
Hark to the soind of his hoofs, thoy say,
That gallopsso wildly Wilhamsburg way ?
God !
From 1he winding valley ? Will nobody apeak ?
Will mobody nns those women who ary

As tho awlul warnioge thunder by P

wilnt wis that likio & human ahriek

s TCil

Whenes come they 7  Listen |
Lisar

The sound of the galloping horse-hoofs near;

Therw

Tho pider, who thunders so menacingly,

With waving arms and wartning seream,

To the home filled banks of the valley streatm.

He draws no rein, bt he shinkes the street

With o shout and the ring of the galloping
feot,

And this thoe cry that hie flings to the wind :

* To the kille Jor your lives! The flood fa
Ladyind."”

And now they

watch the

trond of the vale, and sea

He orice nnd is gone; but they know not the
worst—

The treachorons Williameburg dam has burst !

The basin Wt nourished their happy homes

Isehipnged to p dewon—1t comes | it comes !

A monster in aspeol, with shinggy front
Of yhatterad dwellings, to take the brant
Of the dwellings they shatter—white-maned
nnd loprse,

Tho morelless terror filly the eourse
Of the nareow valley, nnd rushing raves,
With Death on the first of 1te hissing waves,
i cotinge and sbieet and erowded mill
Are crumbiled and emished.

Dt onward stil],
In front of the roaring fload is heard
The gallojing horte and the warning word.
Thank Cod, Lhat the bLrave man's life is

ppared !

Tram Williamsburg town he nobly dared
To race with the flood and to tike tha raad
In frout of tho terrible swath it mowad.
For milesit thinodered and ernshed bohing,
But he lopked ahead with a stondfost mind :
o They was all Lo eaid,
As nway on Lis terrible ride he spad,

e wearned "

When heroes aro called for, bring the erown
To this Yankoo rider ; send him down

On thestream of time with the Curting old ;
Hie deed ns the Noman's was brave and bold,
And the tale oan as noble a thrill awake,

For he offered Lid life for the poople’'s sake.

A WOMAN'S RESOLUTION,

My husband came tenderly to my
pide, !

**Are yon going ont this evening,
love "

““Of conrse I am,”

I looked down complacently at my
dress of pink crape, dew-dropped over
with erystal, and the trails of pink aza-
leas that enught wp its folds here and
there. A dirmond bracelet encireled
one round white arm, and a little cross
blazed fitfully at my throat. I had
never lpoked better, and I felt a sort of
- girlish pride ns my eye met the fairy
reflectfon in the mirror,

* Come, Gerald, make haste ! —why,
you haven't begun to dress yet !" j

Where were my wifely instincts that
'Idn‘l unot see the hnggard, drawn look
- anns fenturés—the fevered light in his
eyes ?

1 enn't go to-night, Madeline—I am
not well enough.”

Lt Xou are wvever well enongh to
oblige me, Gerald, Tam tired of being
put off with such exouses.”

He muf_]-: no answer, but dropped
his head in his hand on the table before
him,

** Oh; come, Gernld," I urged petn-
lantly, *Ttis 8o awkwardfor me to go
alone, always,”

He slhook his head listlessly,

M I thought perhaps yon wonld be
willing {0 remain at home with me,
Maddline,”

' Men are so selfish,” I said, plaint-
ively, “aud I am all dressed, Olandia
© took balf an hour for my hair, I dare
gay you'll be n great deal quieter with-

out me—that is, if you are determined
not to go,”

No answer again,

** Well, if you chooso to be sullen, 1
can't help i, " T said lightly, as T turned
and went oub of the room, adjusting my
silver bouguet-holder, the tuberoses
and heliotropes seeming to listill in-
cense at overy motion,

Was I heartless and ornel ? Had T
eeased to love my husband ? From the
bottom of my henrt I believed that I
loved bim as truly and tenderly as ever
wife did, but I had been so spoiled and

etted all my brief, sellish life, that the
ebter instinets were, so to speak, en-
tombed alive,

I went to the party and had my ill of
adulation and homage, as usual. "Lhe
honrs secmed to glide away, shod with
roses and winged with musie and rich
;mfumu i And it was not untii, wearied
with dancing, I songht s momentary
refuge in the half-lighted tea-room,
that I heard words awakening me, as it
were, from a dream: * Gerald Olen!”
I could not be mistaken in the name—

it was scarcely common-place enough
for that. They were talking—two or
three stout, busineas like looking gen-
tlemen—in the Lhall without, and I counld
catoh, now and then, a fngitive word or
phrase,

‘“Fine, enterprising young fellow!—
great pity!l—totally ruined, so Bees and
McMorken say!—reckless extravagance
of his wife!"

All thesa vague fragments I heard,
and then somo one said:

“* And what is he going to do now ?"

“What ean he do? I am sorry ; yet
e should have caleculated his income
and his expenses better,” “Or his
wife should. Dence take these women
—they are at the bottom of all n man's
tronblas!”

And they laughed! Oh, how ecould
they ? I had yet to learn how easy it is
in. this .world to beargetiher pgople's
troubles, '

I rose hurriedly up, with my heart
beating tumultuonaly beneath the pink
azaleag, and went back to the lighted
corridors, Albanmy Moore was waiting
to elaim my hand for the next redowa,

“* Are you ill, Mrs. Clen " How pale
yon look!"”

* I—I am not very well, I wish yon
wonld have my earringe ecalled, Mr.
Moore,” For now I felt that home was
the place for me.

Hurried by some unaccountable im-
pulse, I sprang ont the moment the
carringe wheels tonched the eurbstons,
and rushed up to my husband's room,
The door was locked, but I conld see a
light shining under the threshold, I
knocked wildly and persistently,

“Gerald! Gerald! For Heaven's
sake let me in 1”

Something fell on the marblo hearth-
stone within, making a metallio clink,
and my husband opened the door a lit-
tle way. I liad never seen him look so
pale before or so rigid, yet so deter-
mined,

“*“Who are you ?"" he demanded wild-
ly. “Why ecan’t you leave me in
poace 7"

“It's I, Gerald—your Madeline—
your own little wife,”

And I caught {rom his hand the pis-
tol he was striving lo cenceal in his
breagt—its mate lay on the marble
hearth under the mantle—and flung it
out of the window,

“Gerald, would you have left me 2"

I would have escaped!” he cried,
still half delirions to all appearance.
“Debt, disgrace—misery—her re-
prlonchus-—l would have escaped them
ull]"

His head fell like that of a weary
child on my shounlder, I drew lum
gontly to a sofa, and soothed him with
a thousand murmured words, a thon-
sand mute caresses; for had it not
been all my fault ? And through all the
long weeks of fear that followed I
nursed him with unwavering eare and
devotion. I had but one theught—one
desire—to redeem myself in his estima-
tion ; to prove to him that I was some-
thing more and higher than the mere

I [ #

butterfly of fashion I had hitherto |

shown myself.
had howled themselves into their monn-
tain fastnesses ; the bright April rain-
drops were dried on the bough and
spray—and now the apple-blossoms
were tossing their fragrant billows of
pinky bloom in the deep blue air of
latter May. Where were wenow? It
was a picturesque little cottage just out
of the city, furnished very like n mag-
nified baby house. Gerald sat in a
cushioned easy chair on the piazza,just
where he could glance through the
open window at me working a bateh of
bisenits, with my sleeves rolled up
above my elbows, and the *gold-
thread" hair neatly confiued in a silken
net.

* What an indnstrious fairy it is,” he
said, smiling sadly.

“Well, you see I like it! It's a great
deal better than those sonatas on the
pianol”

“Who would ever have thought yon
wonld make such a notable house-
keeper 7"

I langhed gleefully—I had a child's
delight in being praised,

**Are you not going to Miss Delancy’s
crnrqlet party 2" he pursued.

“No—what do care for eroquet
parties? I'm going to flnish your
ghirts, and you'll rend alond to me,”

“ Madeline, I want you to answer me
one question,”

“ What is it?"

I had safely deposgited my pan of
bisenita in the oven by this time, and
was dusting the flour off my hands.

“ What have you done with your dia-
monds ?"

“I sold them long ago; they paid
several heavy bills, besides seltling
Linlf a year's rent here,”

“But Madeline, you were so prond
of your diamonds."

“I was once—now they wounld be the
bitterest reproaches my eyes could
meet, O, Gerald! had I been less vain
and thoughtless and extravagant—"

[ ehecked myself, and a robin sing-
ing in the perfumed depths of apple-
blossoms above the pinzza took up the
enrrent of sonnd.

““That's right, little red-breast,” said
my husband, half jokingly, * talk her
down | Bhe has forgotten that our pass
is dead, and that we have turned over
a new page in the book of existence,
Maudeline, do yon know how I {eel,
pometimes, when I sit and look at
yonu

“ NO."

“Well, I feel like n widower who
was married agnin,”

_ My heart gave a little superstitions
jump.

“Like a widower who was married
again, Gerald 2"

“Yes, I can remember my first wife
—a brilliant, thonghtless child, with-
ont an _iden beyond the gratification of
present whims—a spoiled plaything |
Well, that little Madeline has vanished
away into the past somewhere ; she has
gone away to return no more, and in
her stead I behold my second wife—a
thoughtful, tender woman, whose
watehfnl love surrounds me like nn at-
morphere, whose character grows more
noble, and develops itself into new
depth and beauty every day I

fwnn kneeling by his side now, with
my cheek upon his arm and my eyes
looking into his,

“ And which do you love best, Ger-
ald, the first or the second wife ?”

“T think the trials and vicissitudes

through which we have just passed are

Well, the March winds |

welcome indeed, since they have
brought me, ns their harvest fruits, the
priceless trensure of my second wife,”

That was what Gerald answered ma,
the sweetest words that ever fell upon
my ear,

Sam Slick on Lawyers,

Few things resemble each other in
nature more than an old cunnin' lawyer
and o spider, He weaved his thread in
a corner with no light to show ihe
thread of his net, but in a shade like:
there he wails in his dark office to re-
ceive a wvisitor. A buszin', buzzin',
tho'tless fly, thinking o' nothin' but his
beautiful wings, and well-made legs,
and rather near-sighted withal, comes
gtumbling head over heels into the nei,
pardon,'says the fly,
“I really didn’t seo this net-work of
yours—the weather is so foggy and the
streets are so confonnded dark; I'm
afraid I've done mischief,”

*Not at all,” said the spider, bowin’,
I gness it's all my fault, I reckon I
had onght to have hung a lamp ont;
but stey—don't move, or yonu may do
damage. Allow me to assist you.” And
then Le ties up one leg, and has him as
fast ng o Gibraltar,

“Now,” says the spider, “my goed
friend (a phrase o feller nses when he's
agoin' to be tricky), I'm afraid you've
hurt yourself a considerable sum., I
must bleed you.”

“Bleed me!” says the fly. *““Ex-
onige me, I am much obliged to you, bat
I don't require it.”

“0, yes you do, my dear friend,”
and he gets ready for the operation,

“Ii you dare do that,” says the fly,
“T'll knock you down ; and I am a man
that what I lay down I stand on.”

* You had better get up first,” says
the spider, laughing ; ““ you must pay
the damage,” And he bleeds him till
he gasps for breath and feels faintin'
compin’ on.

“ Liet me go, good fellow,” says the
poor fly, “‘and L'll pay you liberally,”

“ Pay ?" says the spider, *‘ you mis-
erable wreteh ; you have nothing to pay
with—take that ;" and he gives him
the lnst dig, and le is a gone coon—
bled to death,

Pinned Down by a Rock.

The Rochester Union ia responsible
for the following story doncerning a
laborer named Patriok Murphy, whom
Lis employeér, Mr. Ellsworth Stevens, a
farmer living in the village of Bergen,
Genesea county, had ordered to exea-
vate beneath a large rock, estimated to
weigh thirty tons, and to sink itin the
earth deep enough to permit of tilling
the soil covering it: Mnurphy com-
menced the work Saturday morning,
and at 5:80 o'clock in the afternoon had
made the pit almost large enough, when
the large yock rolled into the excava-
tion, eatching him by the leg about the
knee and pinning him to the earth,
Murphy made frantic cries for assist-
ance, but none came, and through all
the long night he tried to excavate the
earth beneath his leg in order to extri-
cate himself, but the weight of the
stone forced it into the depression,
Bunday forenoon passed, and he made
up his mind thathe must perish. About
i o'clock Sunday evening Mr, Stevens,
while walking over his farm, heard the
cries of the unfortunate man, and dis-
covered Murphy's predicament, Word
was rapidly passed through the neigh-
borhood, and scores of sirong and will-
ing men were soon on the spot, and
Murphy was released from his terrible
pasition, Strange to say, he was found
to have no bones broken, There was a
deep gash in his leg, near the knee, and
the limb was benumbed. He had worn
his finger nails off, and the flesh on the
ends of his fingers to the bone, in his
endeavors to release himself.

The Story of Cinderella,
About the year 1730, an nctor of equal
talent and wealth, named Thevenard, in
passing throngh the streets of Phris,
observed upon a cobbler's gtall the shoe
of afemale, which struck him by the
romarkable smallness of its size, After

admiring it for some time he retnrned
to hus house, but his thonghts reverted
to the shoe with such intensity that he
re-npoeared o the stall the next day;
buf the eobbler conld give him no elue
to the owner than that it had been left
in his absence for the purpose of being
repaired. Day after day did Thevenard
return fo hia post to watch the re-in-
tegration of the slipper, which pro-
cueded slowly, nor did the proprietor
appear to claim it, .'\lthougﬂ he had
completed the sixtieth year of his age,
80 extravagant became his passion fer
the unknown fair oue, that he became
{weroe it possible for a Frenchman of
that day to be s0) melancholy and mis-
erable. His pain, however, was some-
what nppeased by tho avatar of the
little foot itself, appertaining to a pretty
and younthful girl of the very humblest
clasg of life, All distinctions were
leveled at onece by love; the actor
songht the parents of the female, pro-
cured their eonsent to the matob, and
netually made bher his wifa,

An Indian Story.

Such stories as the lollowing, the
truth of which is youched for by a San
Franciseo jonrnal, tend to restore our
faith in the native heroism of poor Lo
and incling to the belief that, after all,

the reviled Indian’s code of honor and
gallantry is not nearly as black as has
been painted : Six weeks ago seven
male Indians and a young Indian woman
started to cross -QClear Lake, near the
northern end, in a small boat, whieh
wis capsized three miles from land,
They righted it, but as the lake was
rough they conld not bail it out, and
while full of water it would net support
more than one person, The men put
the girl in and held on to the edges of
the boat, supporting themseclves by
nwimmiuﬁ, till exhousted and chilled
through by the cold water, and then
dropped off and sank one by one. They
showed no thonght of disputing the
oung woman's exclusive right to the
ont. Bhe was saved by their self-
sacrifica,

EARLY DAYS OF THE U. 8. CON-
GRESS,

Johm Quiney Adams as Depleted by an
“old Mtager."

As he proceeded in his remarks, says
an * old stager,”%in speaking of John
Quiney Adams, he warmed with his
subject, and his high, broad forehoad
began to change in color, streaks of
erimson ereeping up, one after another,
reminding one of a milk-white clond
illumiaed by lightning, until the whole
surface of the head looked s if tinged
with blood, When the transformation
beeame complete, his face suffused and
his eye flashing, be seemed to inereasc
in size, his tones grew louder and more
impressive, hia 2¢gtences, vituperative
and denuncistory, were delivered like
round shot, hot and heavy, and those
te whom he applied the lash were al-
ways to be commiserated. He never
forgot an injury, and rarely forgave
those who wantonly sssailed him, 1
remember a terrible excoriation whioh
he gave Charles Jared Ingersoll, a mom-
ber of Congress from Ihiladelphin.
My, Ingersoll had held the office of
district attorney by the appointment of
Mr. Adams, and he turned agninst him
in the campaign af 1824, not only sup-
porting General Jackson with great
zeal and earnestness, but abasing Mr,
Adams in a spirit of vindictive ferocity.,

They got into a controversy in the
House, which led to a sharp personal
altercation. Mr., Adams closed the dis-
cunsgion with a fow sentences so charged
with pungent sarcasm and just indigna-
tion that his vietim made no rejoinder,
uor ever afterward renewed the attack
or attempted any vindieation. ** The
gentleman from Philadelphia knows,”
snid Mr. Adams, * who appointed him
to a responsible and lucrative office
against the best wishes and best judg-
ment of the best friends of the adminis-
tration. He knows to whose favor he
owed that appointment, when there
were many able and distingnished com-
peting candidates, He knows the office
was given him out of personal regard,
and he knows how he repaid his bene-
factor.”

There was a painful scene®on the
floor a short time afterward, in which
Mr. Adams came in eonfliot with Mr,
Wise, Cost Johnson, and several other
firc-eaters, who provoked the old gen-
tleman past bearing. The galleries of
the House were erowded, Mrs, Wise, an
amiable, accomplished, and charming
woman, being among the spectators,
and her fatuer, the venerable John
Bergeant, ocoupying a seat near Mr,
Adams. The subject of dueling came
up accidentally, and Mr, Adams im-
proved the oconsion to lash with char-
ncteristic severity every body who pro-
fessed to be governed by the code.
Referring to the duel in which Cilley
lost hia life, Mr. Adams said Wise stood
there with clots of blood, drawn from
the murdered man, on hia brow. John-
son interposed with an explanatory
observation. “Ha! another duelist!”
said Mr, Adams,

Wise had snid that the tone of the
House had got to be disgracefunlly low-
ered, that opprobrious language and
insulting epitheta were exchanged and
no demand for satisfaction made; hard
words were common enongh, but there

was never a fight.
t the floor. *‘Mr,

Johnson then
Speaker,"” said he, “we have heard

much of foul language, and nohody
held respongible for it. Now I desire
to give this House fair monition, If
any man on this floor, be he Whig or
anti-Whig (always excepting the dis-
tinguished and venerable gentloman
from Masssohusetts, with whom no man
ean have a personal diffienlty), pre-
sumes to say what I will do or will ot
do in a given state of things, if he hLas
any doubt whethrer I will hold him re-
sponsible, let him say one injurious
word—nay, let him look an affront—
nn(tl see whether there will be a fight er
no ‘I!

Mr, Adams continned his remarks,
and such a castigation as the fighting
men received at his hands has rarely
been inflicted. Mr. Wise got the most
of it, Mr. Adams having been in the
House when Cilley was killed. Wise
replied with so much feeling, and in
such excellent taste, that Mr. Sergeant
teok him by both hands, and, overcome
by emotion, cried like a child,

An Accident Did It,

Mrs, East, the wile of an English
paper maker, is said to have been the
first producer of blue tinted writing
paper, Going among the vats while the
workmen were awny for their dinner
hour, she let a blue-bag fall into one of
them, and horrified at the mischief she
had done, said not n word about the

matter. The spoiled paper was hidden
away in his warehouss by the nngry
paper maker for four years ; then he
sent it to his London agent to be sold
for what it would feteh., The novelty
was ndmired, and the nt not only
sold the whole stock ef blue paper at a
high price, but asked for more, Then
Mrs. East unbosomed herself, claiming
a new cloak as the reward for her for-
tunate carelessness, and her husband
was ennbled for n while to reap a rich
harvest, until the demand beeames so
great that other makers devised means
for the same end, and manufacfured
blue paper as a matter of course, Even
thoes now necessary utilities, envelopes,
eriginated aouident.nllf. A Brighton
stationer took a fancy for dressisg his
window with piles of writing paper,
rising gradually from the largest to the
smnllest gize in use, and to finish his
pyramids off nicely, he out cards to
bring them to a point,  Taking these
cards for diminutive note paper, lady
customers were continually wanting
some of ** that dear little paper,” and
the stationer fonud it advantageous to
out some paper to the desired pattern.
But then there was no spiee for address-
ing the notelets when they were folded ;
and after mueh cogitation, he invented
the envelope, which he ent with the aid
of metal plates made for the purpose,
The sale incrensed so rapidly that he
wns unable to produee his envelopes
fast enough; so he commissioned a
dozen honses to make them for him,
and thus sat f:éng un important branch
of the maemuiscturing stabionery txade,

A PICTURE OF THE FLOOD,
A Thrilling l'lel:l_re of the Mill River
Valley after the Disaster,

A correspondent of the World,
writing from the Mill'River Valley in
Massachusetts, says: The dam gave
way at the boitom, while Cheney, the
gate tender, had gone to breakfast after
an examination of it, The stream, ‘' na
big as a man's arm,” had becoms a
stream as big as a man's waist, and was
tearing rents at the base of the dam,
aud, as Cheney ran for his horse, had

swept through in a semi-circle, and
then it was really too late to do any-
thing but ride away like the wind and
iry and savea fowlives, Now thers is
lett of this dam an embankment of
enrth and wells swept and snapped off
short on eitherside, and a broken tower
of stone near the middle.

Well, the dam broke away, and the
water behind it, A dead weight of mil-
liona of tons became in an instant n
hammer stroke of millions of tons,
Hurry now, Cheney! Ignorance and
negleet and greed have begun a work
which all the kunowledge and eare in
the world cannot stop till it is thor-
oughly done to the end, Yonrs be it
to save the lives which ignoraace and
neglect and greed have put into so ter-
rible a danger, Ten minntes' hard
gallop, good horse, over the mountain
road. Ten minutes—but whers will the
water be in ten minutes ? Where is it
when Cheney on his weary horse is
shouting to the families of Willinms-
burg to nrise and get them to the hills
for their lives ? Behind him? Ah,
yes, it was—one second ago. Now itis
abrenst of im and has passed him, and
is playing a terrible game among the
liftle white cottages that looked so
clean and pure in the soft rain when
he ecame within sight of them by the
graveyard at the turn in the road. The
wall of mud-blackened water is upon
them, Will anything, anybody escape
that fearful flood which has brought
down from its hills great fragments
split from the gneiss rocks, and is harl-
ing along ten ton weights of stone as
boys kick on a foot-ball, Thereis ahouse
now standing munharmed, on every
side of which are the shaven cellars of
bouses whose fragments are seven miles
away. Here there lived a livery stable
man, who was sitling at breakfast with
his wife when the roar of the flood
reached him. Up they went to the roof
hand in hand, not hoping to escape, yet
just hoping. Crash went a whirl of
boulders through the hounse above,
Then there was a sharp cracking to the
east, and their barn was in kindling
wood, The water was almost upon
them. Had it but touched the honse with
its edge only, they had heen shaken
off Into its grasp, They waited for it,
and kept waiting in agony. An eddy
swept round below them and took off a
houge with a family-in it. Thay were
between flood above and flood helow,
and still waiting, * Bell,” says I, * 1
think the water is goin’ down a leetle
on that honse above,” Bhe didn't say
anythin’, but jest gripped me, an'
then—I s'pose it was abouf ten min-
utes—an' 1 was anre it was goin' down,
an' by George it did go down an’ didn’t
toreh our house, an’ there we was, safe,
Only we see our neighbors that was an’
their honses carried off down the
stream, I'spose we were on the roof
half an hour,” Hulf an hour. No vil-
Inge of the fonr that lay in the track of
the flood was exposed for more than
half an hour to the tremendons thrnst
of the burdened waves, ‘I tell you,”
continued the livery stable man, * Iva
been through freshets before and floods
before, but nothin’ like this, Years
ago, down at Winstead, I was canghtin
the water, end rode on a tree over
two dams, one thirty feet deep an’ the
other fifteen, an'I tell you I was just
mad, Bat this kime, I don’t denyit, I
was soairt.”

In an honr end a half from the be-
ginning the last honse had been upset
or torn into bits, Quick and terrible
work., Williamsburg, Skinnerville,
Haydenville, Leeds, pleasant little
towns, with white cottages arranged in
straight rows and rectangles, and with
n wide spread of green meadows to the
south or west ; little fendal hamlets ;
busy little places, with plenty of fae-
tories, plenty of bustling life and hard
work ; pretty, clustered villages, cling-
ing each around some tall chimney, all
standing on the broad flats, with hills
of more and more gentle slope, down
aad down the valley, not hemming
"hem in, but making way for them from
ont the bold mountaing above, 8nch
was the walley before the storm of
water, loosed by negleet, fell upon it,
and turned the flats into deserts and
the gentle hills into the barriers of
such a deluge ns Massachusetts had
never ssen before. At Williameburg
the torrent was as deep as it was wide,
but here it reached the plain and spread
into & flood. The flood went straight
down the valley. It attacked Skinner-
ville, not with water merely, but with
the bones of Willinmsburg, great tim-
bers and tree-holes, and the stones
which itlifted and whirled along. It
attacked Haydenvillo with weapons
eanght uP from both villages above,
and was here a torrent thick with dead
bodies. Here thereis a sudden bend
eastward and a narrowing in the old
stream-bed just above the first dam,
The flood, thus for a moment contract-
ed, raised into a wall in its very front
the spoils of the bridges, houses,
orchards, it had swept away. It harled
beforeit a great boiler picked npat Skin-
nerville, and ll(‘ﬂl!l!mhi!d headlong on
this third village. It made a sieve of
the brick factoryy tore out another

iler, 1aid hold of two great iron safes,
fnd added these to its weapons ; piled
house upon house-top, drove two houses
nto one, ont one honse into two,
splintero(!l others, tunrned an island
mendow into n desert of sand, smooth
a8 o billiard-table, except where strewn
with tree-trunks and stones, and earried
sixty bodies on towards Leads, Leeds
it struck on the northwestern corner
and broke for itself a ﬁf«l‘uiﬁllt path
through till it landed thirty ceadin n
twisted mass of rabbish against (he hill
below Warner's flats, The loss of life
was terrible, but undoubtedly far less
than it would have been but for milk-
man Colling Graves, who carried the
news of the flood just a breathing space

ahead of the flood from Williamsburg
throngh Skinnerville to Haydenville,
Is it any wonder that all this ruin

should be a Meecoa of sightseers day |

after day ? So men had coms quistly
to look upon something greal, some-
thing worth seeing and worth telling of
for years. There were very foew women,
except those of the walley, or friends
who had eome to help luy out the dead,

Items of Interesi,

Filthy lucre—A bank of guano,

To a man of sensibility there is no
pleasure like that of possessinga true

riend.

Pompadonr and Euareka fans, of me-
dinm size, are to be the predominating
shapes for the coming season.

A Kansas courf has decided that a

and no ill-behavior, exeept among some | hnsband and wife can enter a show on

stray visitors who looked on while the
gangs were working to get ont the dead
from some of the tangled, twisted,
stacked heaps of rubbish with whioch
the plain abounded. One of these

gangs juskbelow Skinner's was led by |

the man who expected to find his wifo
in the pile they were untwisting and
hewing through. * Kin you identify
this, John ?" ** Do yon know this red
clonk, John?' The man didn’t balk
He shook his head and worked on.
Finally when they wera nearing the
bottom of the heap, and a bit of mud-
stained white cloth with tatting sewed
upon it had been flshed ont and dis-
cussed and Iaid aside, up came a strange
man into the erowd and by a lew in.
quiries of bystanders put himself into
possession of the fuots. Then he walked
up to * John ;" * Hain't found yer wife
yet, hevye?" The man shook him off
a3 one shakes off a fly, bul without a
word, and by and by the curious
stranger went his way, leaving the man
who hadn't found his wife tossing off
timbers from the heap, dreading the
discovery he longed for becanse he
weuld at least give his wile's body a
funeral service before bhurif,

As curiosity bronght many of the
visitors, their visit, if inopportune, was

pardonablae beecause of the grand and |

awfnl sight there was to see—n desert
of water, of things strange and unconth;
wronghtinto shapelike nothing on earth
—a pundemonium wherein the presiding
chance worked out the most bizarre
effecty of gronping eye hns looked on
outside the various landseapes along
the Yellowstone, Over the green of

the meadows is laid two feet of sand or |

of gigantic gravel, every stone of which
is a boulder, The plongh of the tor-
rent has seooped ont strangely winding
gulches in the earth whose edges are
already eroded and worn smooth un-
der the water which was at once plow
and harrow. Grovesof young trees are
bent to the ground and left flattened
with their limbs tangled in drift and
debris, Btronger trees, if they were in
the full swing of the current, are up-
rooted or snapped off. If they were at
one side the flood has left with them
atucks of timber, of tree trunks, of iron
saeraps, of eclothes, of rocks, of earth.
Away up in a tree-top oftentimes is a
shapeless something that was the wood-
on side of a house or its tin roof, and
then down again in the track of the
flood are the broken honses, of which
on know by their dilapidation that the
ife hias been shaken out of them and
trrned into death in the abyss of the
stream, And of all this seven miles,
from Williamsburg to Northampton it-
self, and fo end 1t at Northamplon a
railway embankment sapped and gut-
tered and sucked away, a bridge gone,
an immensa factory roof lifted over an
embankment into a mud-covered and
rubbish-laden flat below, with washings
of seven miles of ruin all around, and
ninety minutes was enough to make
such chaos as this out of a New Eng-
land paradige,

“COAL OIL TOMMY.™

The Olenginous Youth In the Ilands of
the Phillstines,

The {alk among the fraternity of
gporting men in Troy just now, says
the Times, is concerning the failure of
an up-town faro bank, which has been
run by a dashing young fellow known
a8 “Coal Oil Tommy," but not the
original of that name,

It appears that the Troy * Coal Oil
Tommy " was a resident of New York,
and was at one time employed in the

Mereantile Library of that city., Bome
time ago his father died, leaving to
Tommy an eskate valued at above £30,-
000. Immediately afterwards Tommy,
who had been a ‘“fust " boy, forsook
his humble position and took up the
dishonorable calling of asgistantin a
New York gambling den. He quickly
made up his mind to avail himself of
the first eligible opportunity to start a
faro bank himself. Some of the sharp
ones, hearing of his determination, in-
duneed him to come up to Troy, and al-
lared him by specious stories of Lhe
fine field this city wounld afford to a
gambler of his abilities. * Coal Oil
Tommy " forthwith came hither, a faro
game was opened, and Tommy was the
“hacker ™ of the game,

The gamblers then began to fleece
the misguided yeuth, and after living
on his money two or three months, de-
termined to make a grand raid on him.
Accordingly, during his temporary ab-
sence, the game was opened in the
morning—n very unnusnal proceeding,
ns faro banks in Troy are never open
except at night, A stranger with fabu-
lons wealth began to play, and speedily
won about §1,000, ami the ** bank" was
compelled to suspend. This was the
condition of affaira when Tommy re-
turned. He was, of course, amazed,
but his associates explained it all to
him, and said it was only necessary to
yeoure more funds in order to * clean
out” the lncky gambler who had
“fonght the tiger" so suocessfully.
“ Uoal Qil Tommy" immediately offered
his 8000 horse for sale at half price,
and, failing to sell it, he dispatohed an
sgent to New York to prooure mere
money from his estate, When “ Coal
0Oil Tommy " finds all his money gone
—and his friends far away—won't he
open his eyes, though !

A Maine clergyman says that if the
bones of all the victims of intemperancs
could be gathered together and made
into a pyramid, no plain eould be found
large enongh for its base to rest upom,
and the planets would have to be swept
aside to make room for ils apex.

One county agricultural society in
1llinois has offered a preminm of
to the town which has the best roads.

a ticket reading, '* Admit One.”
In Paris, forty artists and journalists
have formed a league for the purpose

|of hissing without mercy all immoral

pieces,

An socomplished optician suggests to
tlie opponents of corporal m}mlunent.
that the place for **pupils” is under
the lash,

1f you wish te travel cheaply, patron-
ize those railroads which ﬂ&?ﬂtlihl:* to
carry their passengers ** throngh with-
out change,”

Another remedy has been discovered
for rhenmatism in London. Itis ahot
sand bath. This makes 7,348 remedies
—all infallible |

A young Iady in Indisuols, Towa, hav-
ing contracted a bill of 12 for chewing
gum, her unreasonable popa refuses to
liquidate the same.

It is suggested by a merchant who,
we fear has n stock of the article on
hand, that gunny-cloth is n very appro-
priate material for artillery men's uni-
forms.

The only responsibilities which n
weak man ever accepts are responsibili-
ties which can be perpetually pointed
ont to him as resting exclusively on his
own shoulders,

Knowledge is a comfortable and
necessary retreat and shelter for us in
un advanced age ; and if we do not plant
it while young, it will give us no shade
when we grow old.

The most trying circumstancesnnder
which a boy can be placed is when an-
other boy in the alley is winkiug at
him, and his father is offering him a
nickel to carry in a pile of wood.

One of the best preserved of the
cnstoms handed down to ns by our an-
cestors, is burning straw bedding in the
back yard. A few fresh bones in the
heap imparts an aroma that no one can
describe, although many of the aeigh-
bors will try to.

All Swept Away.

Skinneryille, one of the villages de-
stroyed by the Mill River disaster, so a
correspondent says, was named after
William 8kinner. He has a brother,
Cteorge Skinner, in Yonkers, The silk
works of Skinnerville are owned by
William Skinner. The big brick fae-
tory, worth $125,000, and where were
employed 125 men, was destroyed in

three minutes, Not a brick is left,
Not s shaft., The boiler was carried
AWAY.

“How was it done ?" I asked Mr,
Skinner. )

“T don't know, sir, 1 was just sit-
ting down to breakfast, I heard the
faotory bell tap once. I thought of fire.
I jumped up to look out and saw the
bank of water coming. I dodged back,
handed the baby to Nell and told her
to fly to the hill I went behind to
hurry her np. I looked back and the
factory was gone, It went like light-
ning—bricks, irons—everything,”

‘Tt was n sen of foam and honmes,
I've been on the Atlantie in a storm.
That was it, a big wave dashing over
the deck, but on the tep of that wave,
yesterday, were honses, trees and lum-
ber.”

“ But T don't see a single brick left,"
[ said, pointing to where the factory
nused to stand. * Where aro the
bricks 2"

“ Gone, sir | floated down the stream,
Why, my big safe—my big Marvin's
safe—has floated off too, snd wo've
been looking for it all day. I wenldn't
be surprised if we should find it float-
ing around on the Connecticut river or
maybe ont on the Sound,” and Mr. 8.,
though he had just lost 150,000, actu-
ally laughed at the 1dea. .

“Where did these bricks all go to?
I asked.

“T don't know, It's a mystery to me
how my brick and iron ghop has entire-
ly floaled away,” replied Mr, Skinner.
¥ But you see they're gone.”

A moment afterwards and Mr,
George Skinner arrived from Yonkers.
As hie saw his brother he smiled and
remarked—

“ Naw, Bill, yon won't have any of
these bonds troubling yon any more.
No more Saratoga—no——" )

“ No, George, it's all gone,” infer-
rupted the stricken brother—the work
of n lifetime—8150,000 yestarday, and
to-day not a cent,"”

“Hnt you have your wife and chil.
dren, Bill—yon're all right. As the
brother said” this four eyes moistened,
two brothers grasped hands and min®
zled their tears together, Their twink-
ling eyes were moistened in tears, and
their lynnghing fances beoame long with
sympathetic sorrow. y

The flood went dewn so quick that
Mr, Skinner's residence was left with
four feet of water in ik, This broke
through the floor, and all the furniture,
pinnos, and pictures poured down into
the ecellar, Potatoes and pianos, pie-
tures and pork, books and bacon be-
enme terribly mixed,

Cleaning Glassware,

Dr. I. Walz, who has devoted ocon-
sidernble nttentien to the uses and
properties of potassium permanganate,
lns devised the following mneat and
effective method of eleaning glassware :
The vessel to be cleaned is filled, or, if

large, rinsed with a moderately dilute
golution of potassinm permanganate,
the contact of the liquid being pro-
longed till a film of hydrated manganic
oxide has been deposited ; the solution
is then peured away, and the glnss
vessel rimsed with some strong hydro-
chlorio aeid. Cblorine is then formed,
but not enongh to canse ingonvenience;
and, noting in the nascent state on the
organio matters, it speedily converts
them into substitution products, which
are toluble in the slight excess of acid
or water,




